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PEEPS INTO POYERTY. 



GHAPTER I. 



OLD MRS. PRIGE. 



" T WONDER whether she will eome to-day," 
^ said a feeble old woman, as she drew aside 
a pieee of her window eurtain (whieh, in eommon 
with others of the neighbourhood, had beeome 
of a very dusky hue), and looked eagerly aeross 
the small pieee of bare ground whieh lay just 
before the row of houses where she lived. 

" Tm afraid the weather is too bad for the 
traet lady to venture out,'* she eontinued; '*yet 
rve known her eome a-visiting when the rain 
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fell heayier. Shouldn't mueh wonder if I see 
her turn that eorner, for she may have started 
afore it was so bad." 

The old woman left ofif talking to herself at 
the sound of a groan whieh eame froni some 
one lying on a bed in the room, and she said 
aloud. 

" Does your arm hurt you mueh now, Phil }'' 

" Oh, dear me, yes, mother, it burns dreadful ; 
won't you put a little more oil on ? " 

" To be sure," she answered, and rising from 
the old ehair on whieh she had been sitting, she 
walked feebly aeross the room, and taking from 
a shelf a bottle eontaining the oil, proeeeded to 
dress the poor fellow's arm. She removed the 
bandage carefully, but even as she did so Phil 
started and groaned. 

" There, there," said his old mother, sooth- 
ingly ; *' 111 be as careful as I ean, but it's a 
dreadful plaee, and you must try to be patient." 

Tears Alled her eyes as she saw how he 
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suffered, but she went steadily on till she had 
applied fresh oil and bound up the injured arm, 
then she took up her old seat at the window. 

** Put some eoals on, mother," said the young 
man; " I feel quite ehilly." 

" Mustn't use any more to-day/' she answered, 
shaking her head wearily, "that handful is all 
weVe got for to-morrow." 

" Well, but Miss Raehel, the traet lady, is 
eoming round, ain't she? Ask her for a trifle 
to-night ; I dare say she'd give it you.'* 

" No, no, she has been very good of late. I 
ean't tease her for money, I'm not agoing to 
asky and it isn't that I want to see her for. 
The fact is, I'm out of reading; I know these 
traets by heart, and except the * blessed Book,' 
rve got nothing to read. The Lord will pro- 
vide, Phil; He always has, or I should have 
starved long ago. Let me read you a few 
verses, and then try and go to sleep." 

The old woman rose again, reaehed her Bible 
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down from the shelf, and put on her spee- 
taeles. 

Phil muttered something whieh sounded very 
mueh like " Don't want none o* that ; " but his 
mother took no notiee, and began at the 2 7th 
verse of Luke vi., " Labour not for the meat 
that perisheth, but for that meat whieh endureth 
unto everlasting life, whieh the Son of man 
shall give unto you, for him hath God the 
Pather sealed. 

" Then said they unto him, What shall we do 
that we might work the work of God ? 

" Jesus answered, and said unto them, This 
is the work of God, that ye believe on him 
whom he hath sent." 

Here she stopped reading. " Oh, Phil, don't 
I wish you believed on Him, the preeious Jesus 
who died for us ; there s nothing on earth like 
Him to me. Some day soon He'll eall me up 
to be with Him," she said, elasping her hands, 
while the tears ran down her eheeks, "and 
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what'll beeome of you, with no mother to look 
after you, if you don't trust in Him.'^" 

No answer eame from the bed, so she went 
on, '* Jesus said unto them, I am the bread of 
life; he that eometh to me shall never hunger, 
and he that believeth on me shall never thirst." 

" Never thirst! Ah, 1 have all I want. He 
18 good! He died for me! Ah, Lord Jesus, 
when I think of Thy sufFrings for a poor 
sinner like me, I don't know how to thank 
Thee." 

Rap, tap, tap eame at the lower door, and 
the old woman started up, " Here's the lady to 
be sure, and I wasn't looking out for her." 

Down the stairs she tottered, and passing 
through the room whieh her married son and 
his family oeeupied, she opened the outer door. 

"Good aftemoon, Miss," she eried, putting 
her shaking, withered hand into the young 
lady's, whieh was stretehed out towards her. 
" Pray eome in and sit down." 
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" Good afternoon, Mrs. Priee, and how are 
you to-day?" she asked, taking a ehair whieh 
the old woman had plaeed for her. 

'' Pretty well, Miss, thank you, 'eept for the 
rheumati2, whieh troubles me very mueh at 
times; but Tye had my poor boy laid up sinee 
you were here." 

" How did that happen.^" asked Raehel 
anxiousIy. 

" Why, you see, Ma'am, he is so weakly, 
always ailing something, that he isn't fit for 
reg'Iar work, and being a little better on 
Saturday, he looked out for a job at the 
soap works, and there they were heating the 
oil, and he was asked to steady the eauldron, 
but in doing it some of the boiling oil ran 
down his neek and arm, and has burnt him 
dreadfully.'' 

" I am very grieved to hear it. What are 
you doing for him?" 

'' Well, Miss, it isn't mueh I ean do, but he 
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had it attended to at the hospital, and Tye 
just been trudging there myself; it's a long 
step, more than a mile and half, but there 
was no one else to go and get the turpentine 
and oil to dress his arm with, for he's too ill, 
poor fellow." 

** You must be very tired; it's a long way for 
one of your age to walk." 

*' The Lord gives me strength, Miss, or I 
eouldn't do it; this morning I thought I should 
have dropped before I got baek, for I had to 
wait outside the hospital nearly two hours, as I 
was too early, and the rain soaked me through 
and through. Why, it took me four hours 
altogether." 

*' And you are seventy-three?" 

'* Yes," answered the old woman with a smile ; 
** I do get about wonderful, I think, sometimes, 
if I gave up trudging about I should break up 
altogether." 

" And you are as happy as ever, Mrs. Priee? 

B 
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Do you still feel the presenee of the Lord Jesus 
with you?" 

" Oh yes," she eried, the tears now streaming 
down her furrowed eheeks, whieh looked more 
like dried-up leather than flesh, ^* He is always 
with me; I tell Him all my troubles, and He 
always helps me through. If it wasn't for my 
poor boy, I should be glad to go to Him to-day. 
I love my blessed Saviour, and I know He loves 
me. I sit upstairs, Miss, at that little window, 
and I reads and reads about Him all day long, 
and I think of how He Ioved me enough to die 
for me! How He must have suffered when He 
shed His preeious blood." 

" And it is that blood whieh eleanses from all 
sin. You know your sins are washed away?" 

** Oh yes, Miss — all gone — all washed away, 
thanks to the One who did it" 

*' And now about your food and firing, Mrs. 
Priee. How are you getting on?" The old 
woman rose and leaned against the wall, whilst 



OLD MRS. PRIGE. 15 

she drew her thin shawl round her shoulders, 
and said with a sigh, " I hardly like to trouble 
you, Miss, though I don't know what I should 
do without you. We have only a handful of 
eoke, and there's one erust on the shelf. 

'* Well, eheer up for to-day at any rate, Mrs. 
Priee ; I think I ean supply your need for the 
present, for a gentleman has kindly given me 
help for some of the most needy in this neigh- 
bourhood." 

Raehel then proeeeded to give the old woman 
a eoal tieket and a bread tieket, besides suf- 
iieient money to enable her to proeure a little 
groeery, &c. 

Mrs. Priee thanked her with trembling lips, 
whilst her eyes overflowed with tears, and at 
the same time owned the Lord's goodness in 
providing for her wants. 

" Now you must get a little butter to eat 
with your bread, Mrs. Priee." 

" Butter ! No, no,'' she answered ; " I ean't 
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afford that ; butter is not for the Hkes of me. 
Why, Miss, I don't taste it froni one month's 
end to another. I must save what money I 
have to buy linseed for Phil ; I am obliged to 
get it every day for poultiees, for he is suffering 
from an abseess on his side." 

" What would he do without you ? " asked 
her visitor. 

" Oh, I don't know ; he is my youngest, and 
ril never Ieave him till the Lord takes me 
away. I promised his father oh his dying bed, 
Vd always look after Phil, for he has never 
been strong, and ean only earn a few eoppers 
now and then, and I promised I would not go 
into * the house/ as they won't take Phil there, 
or would part us if they did ; and rve ^efi^ my 
promise, and I shall always share my erust with 
him." 

" Is he good to you now, Mrs. Priee ?" 

The old woman shifted her position, and for 
the first time seemed anxious to get away. She 
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would not say anything against her darling Phil, 
and as she eouldn't say mueh good, she wanted 
to go baek to him. 

" Well, Miss, he's better than a great many, 
and I read to him whenever I ean. But you 
won't forget to give me fresh traets," she said, 
ehanging the subject. 

** No, indeed," said Raehel, opening her 
satehel ; " here's one in large print, ealled * The 
Way to Heaven,' and another I am sure you 
will like, ealled ' Grasping the Promise ; or, the 
two Praying Willies.' " 

" Thank you, Miss, and you'll eome again 
soon," she said, with a pleading look, as Raehel 
bade her good bye. 

Up stairs toiled the old woman, dragging her 
weary limbs after her. She was faint and tired 
from her long fasting, but the time for rest had 
not eome yet; her day's work was not over, 
and again she must turn out into the eheerless 
streets, and battle with the wind and rain. 
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But there was One who was ever with her in 
her lonely walks — One whose presenee she felt 
and enjoyed ; and though she toiled many a 
mile during the week, and was often redueed 
to a erust or to a bare eupboard, the poor old 
ereature always said she was happy. When it 
eame to the worst, something was sure to turn 
up, or she would trudge away to Miss Raehel, 
who lived a mile off, and from her get supplied 
with a few neeessaries. 

When Mrs. Priee had two or three penny- 
worth of eoal in the eupboard, an ounee of tea 
and a loaf of bread, with a pareel of traets and 
lier Bible beside her, she was perfectly satisAed. 
But it was not on aeeount of these trifles alone, 
though she received them gratefully from God's 
hand ; it was beeause her heart was fixed on a 
portion that fadeth not away. She knew Jesus 
as her Saviour, and she trusted her body, 
soul, and spirit in His hands. She saw 
Him to be '^altogether lovely," and longed 
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for the time when He would say, " Come up 
hither." 

If it had not been for poor Phil she might 
have been impatient to leave this world and see 
the One whom she loved so mueh, but for his 
sake she wished to remain, to tend and eare for 
him as long as he needed her ; and need her he 
did, and had it not been for the supplies she 
brought, he would have died from want. 

Her son and his wife, who lived below stairs, 
eould do nothing to help her, for they had had 
a large family themselves, though only three 
ehildren were living. Happily, four or five of 
the babies, who were all boys, had died in 
infancy ; one or two seemed to have made a 
struggle to live for a few months, but at length 
negleet, exposure to eold,. or want of fresh air 
had earried them off, mueh to their old grand- 
mother's happiness, for she said it was a sad 
life that lay before them, with a bad example 
on every hand, and stern poverty looking 
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them in the face; and she thanked the Good 
Shepherd for folding these Httle ones in His 
bosom, and taking them where no hunger, or 
want, or misery ean enter. The poor old 
ereature often spoke of two little ehildren whom 
she had lost, and the thought of meeting those 
little ones in heaven was a great souree of 
comfort and happiness to her. 

When she reaehed her room on that Novem- 
ber aftemoon, she glaneed at Phil, who had 
fallen into an uneasy slumber, and said to her- 
self, ** Poor boy, sleep on till I ean get a bit of 
comfort ready for you." Then she took down 
from a nail on the wall her threadbare eloak, 
still damp from her last joumey, and the old 
blaek bonnet she had worn for months, and 
tied them on, and grasping the tiekets tightly 
in her hand she left the duU, dingy, comfortless 
looking room, and turned into the muddy path- 
way whieh led to the streets. The rain beat 
heavily on the poor ereature so unproteeted and 
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feeble, but she toiled on till she reaehed the 
provision shop, where she was to ehange the 
tiekets, and she heeded not the large drops of 
water whieh fell upon her face, for her object 
was to get baek before Phil awoke. 

And she did so, for when he opened his eyes 
a brisk little fire was burning in the grate, and 
a eup of tea (without any milk to be sure, for 
that they eould seldom proeure), with a pieee 
of rather quickly made toast, was plaeed beside 
him. His old mother was raising a eup of tea 
to her own lips, but her hands were so unsteady, 
and trembled so violently, that it seemed doubt- 
ful whether the eontents would ever reaeh the 
desired plaee, or whether they would be spilled 
upon her already drenehed gown. But the 
point was soon settled, for a groan from Phil 
when he leaned for an instant on his burnt 
arm, eaused his mother to start, and half the 
tea went over, and helped more thoroughly to 
soak her wet elothes. 
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'* What a pity ! " she exclaimed ; " there's 
half a eup of tea wasted ; we ean't afford sueh 
a loss as that, when we sometimes sit for 
hours without a drop ; but it was your groan 
did it, Phil. Is your arm painful again, poor 
lad ? " 

'* It's awfuV' whined Phil, who was more of 
a man than a boy, being twenty-eight years of 
age ; but you would not have thought it, had 
you seen the thin lank iigure and pinehed face, 
whieh told of want and disease. " I ean't bear 
it mueh longer. Oh dear, what shall I do ; and 
my side seems worse to-night; I wish I eould 
die outright." 

" Don't say that, lad ; you're not ready ; your 
sins are all unpardoned ; youVe never laid 
broken-hearted at the Saviour's feet, whieh were 
piereed for you. So take baek them words, as 
you'd wish to if they were granted." 

Her tea was forgotten, and the burnt neek 
and arm were attended to, as well as her shaking 
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hands would allow, before she again seated 
herself ; and by lowering her lips to the level of 
the table, she sueeeeded in drinking what she 
so mueh needed. 




GHAPTER II. 



THE IRISH WOMAN. 



T TPON returning from the provision shop 
that afternoon, before she reaehed her 
own home, Mrs. Priee was overtaken by a 
wild-looking untidy woman, who was walking 
quickly along with an unsteady step. Her 
dingy dress elung to her almost in rags, a 
shawl w£LS thrown round her shoulders, and 
a bonnet was put on side-ways, whilst her 
frizzly hair poked out here and there. The 
woman, named Poreman, touehed Mrs. Priee 
as she passed her, and said in a friendly tone, 
with an Irish aeeent 
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'* Good night to you, Mother, how eame you 
out so late in this horrid weather ? " 

" Vve been to get a bit o' tea for my 
boy/' 

" Oh, then I guess the trae lady's been 
round ; I mean to look out for her myself the 
next time, perhaps she eould give me a bit of 
comfort." 

** She ean, and I wish you'd take it; it would 
fix your poor restless mind on something worth 
living for. Miss Raehel earries good news with 
her, but you'U be in no frame to listen if you 
earry on your drinking ways," said the old 
woman, feebly, as she tottered on. 

**Drinking ways," said Mrs. Poreman, fiercely, 
" I drink little enough ; it isn't my fault if half-a- 
pint gets the better of me. I never eould take 
nothing to speak of, and if ever a poor soul was 
driv' to it, I am; you little know, Mother, what 
Tm going home to now, but I don't eare. Good 
night to you ; you're a good old soul," she said 
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softly, while a glimmer from the gas lamp 
showed a friendly light in her eyes. 

When Mrs. Poreman reaehed her home, she 
stopped at the gate as if she dared not enter. 
It was one of the neatest in Garden Plaee ; a 
low building, eonsisting of a ground floor with 
a window on eaeh side of the door, and there 
was a very neat little pieee of garden in front, 
with a hen-house at the side. Evidently some 
one took a pride irf the plaee, for one or two 
small Aower-beds were laid round with shells, 
while two or three shrubs Aourished elose to 
the railings. 

Whilst the woman waited, a great dog, whieh 
was ehained near by, set up a loud bark, whieh 
attraeted the notiee of a man inside, for he 
opened the door and looked out, and spying his 
wife at the gate, eried in a most bland, yet bitter 
tone, 

" Oh, it's you, is it ? Pray eome in and let s 
see what state youVe in ; you didn't mean me 
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to be in first, did you ? YouVe put a niee lie 
into the ehildren's mouth, but they did not de- 
ceive me/' said the man. " Now give an aeeount 
of yourseir. " 

The woman answered angrily, and a quarrel 
ensued, during whieh time two ehildren erouehed 
up to one eorner of the room in a frightened 
manner. The eldest was a boy of ten years of 
age, a meek, spiritless ehild ; and the youngest, 
his sister, a girl of seven years old, was generally 
a merry roguish little thing. 

The poor ehildren, though used to this sort 
of thing, seemed mueh afraid of how matters 
would end, for the quarrels sometimes Anished 
up with blows from the man, who, though he 
made a great show of keeping his temper at 
first, generally broke out into a dreadful passion 
at the elose. 

No doubt there was mueh fault on both sides, 
but the greater sin lay with him. He had eeased 
to eare for his wife ; indeed, from her aeeount, 
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he had never loved her, and bitterly did she 
regret that through some quarrel with one for 
whom he had a regard, she had eonsented to 
beeome his wife. 

Mr. Poreman was something of a wolf in 
sheep's elothing — to all appearanee mild, sleek, 
and self-possessed, but on the baekground bitter 
and eoolly provoking till roused, when he would 
beeome furious. 

His wife was a woman with strong affections, 
though hot-tempered, and, like the Irish, quick- 
tongued. A kind word or aetion subdued her 
direetly, and it was a eommon eustom with her 
to deny herself to help a neighbour who was in 
need. She longed for love and kindness, and 
having no real friend near her, and only a hus- 
band who led a most wieked life, she beeame 
reekless, and gave way to repeated drunken fits. 
This enraged her husband, who wished to pass 
for a superior man in the eyes of the neighbours 
near by ; and he tried, by eonstant blows, and 
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by leaving her without money and nearly 
starving her for two or three days at a 
time, to subdue her, and to keep her from 
drink. 

His wife said she was sure he wanted her to 
die, for he had told her so repeatedly, in order 
that he might put some one else in her plaee, 
and it afterwards proved to be true. 

The two ehildren elung to their mother, and 
she to them, though she was sometimes stem 
and severe with them ; but this was usually put 
on before strangers, in order that she might be 
eonsidered a good manager. Mrs. Foreman 
would have been a very diiTerent woman had 
she met with different treatment, for she eould 
read and write and spell well, and taught the 
ehildren to do the same. 

At first she prided herself on her manner of 
speaking to her new visitor, whieh she supposed 
was very superior, endeavouring to use long 
words in conversation, and to appear above the 
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level of her neighbours. It was some time be- 
fore her real eireumstanees were understood, 
and then from the woman's statements and 
Raehers observation, the true state of things 
was brought to light. 

One fine afternoon,about a week after Raehel's 
yisit to old Mrs. Priee, she was again in the 
neighbourhood. As the houses of these women 
stood near together, upon leaying the old 
woman's gate, she saw Mrs. Poreman standing 
at the entranee to her own garden, leaning on 
the wooden rails. The young lady advanced 
and spoke to her, remarking upon the weather 
and her neat garden. 

The woman was in a very different state 
from that of the week before, as she stood with 
a elean apron tied round her, and her wavy hair 
brushed baek from her face — whieh was not an 
unpleasant one to look at, for her eyes now 
twinkled with humour and good temper. She, 
however, pursed up her lips, as she had a habit 
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of doing when she wanted to be important, and 
answered, 

" Yes, my husband takes a great interest in 
his garden ; he works in it of an evening, sinee 
we make few friends, and don't 'soeiate with the 
neighbours." 

** I leave traets at some of the houses round 
here," said Raehel, bringing out one of the most 
attractive, " and if you will let me lend you one, 
and eall and exchange it in the eourse of a week 
or two, I shall be happy to do so." 

" Well, I don't mind takin' it in," she said, in 
a most impressive manner ; " and if you like to 
eall every now and then you ean do so, though 
I must tell you rrh a Cartholic; but as my hus- 
band belongs to the Ghureh of England, and is 
bringing the ehildren up in it too, he may like 
to look at the trae'. We don't have many 
eallers. There's a gentleman as visits about 
onee a month, who is of my husband's per- 
suasion, and who knows how to make himself 



32 PEEPS INTO POYERTY. 

agreeable, for he doesn't drive at you at onee, 
but iirst of all talks about yer family, and things 
in general, and then brings religion in at the 
end. If you like to do it in that way, I shall 
be happy to see you." 

" Thank you ; I will eertainly eome, and have 
no doubt but that we shall get on well. You 
have a little girl, have you not? I fancy I 
have seen her running about, with yellow hair.'' 

'^ My little Popsey has ' auborne ' hair," said 
her mother, as a red-headed little girl, with 
merry blue eyes, eame forward. *' But — have 
you forgotten your manners ? " she added, in a 
grand tone ; " make a eurtsey to the lady 
direetlyl' and the ehild bobbed to the ground. 
" Now go in and get to your writing." 

" I should like to see the little girl's writing," 
said her visitor, hoping so to gain an entranee, 

" Most eertainly, Popsey will be proud if you 
deign to enter ; " and they walked up the path 
to the house. The writing was seen and 
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approved, whilstPopsey stood by smiling and 
blushing. 

" Now say your prayers to the lady ; " and 
before Raehel eould stop her, the ehild was 
gabbling over a prayer and "the belief." When 
this vain repetition was finished, the young lady 
drew the little girl to her side and said, 

"Do you want to go to heaven when you 
die, Popsey ? " 

*' Say yes," said her mother. 

" Yes," said Popsey, blushing. 

" How do you expect to get there ? " asked 
Raehel. 

*' If rm good," said the ehild. 

" But are you good ? " 

"Sometimes," said Popsey, looking at her 
mother, who took a stiek from the eorner and 
said, " Show the lady how I punish you when 
you're naughty." 

The ehild opened her mouth, and the woman 
put the stiek erossways in her mouth, at the 



34 PEEPS INTO POYERTY. 

baek of her teeth, like a bit in a horse's 
mouth, the two ends projecting on either 
side. 

*' There, she has to stand so for half an hour 
when she's naughty," said Mrs. Poreman, with 
a look of satisfaction, as if she thought her 
training perfect, and regarded the punishment 
in the light of a penanee. Raehel took away 
the stiek and went on with her questioning. 

" Then you are not always good, Popsey, and 
if so, how ean you get to heaven } for God is 
holy, and it is only perfect goodness that will 
suit Him. Let me tell you how a little sinful 
ehild may get there. As I said before, God 
who lives in heaven is a holy God, and He sees 
quite into your heart, and sees that it is very 
wieked, and that you are not good, and therefore 
you ean never enter heaven as you are ; but 
God loves you, and Jesus, God's Son, loves 
you, and though you deserve to die, Jesus died 
instead of you, and His preeious blood ean 
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eleanse your naughty heart and wash away 
your sins." 

Popsey seemed to approve of this style of 
address, for she listened attentively whilst 
Raehel went on speaking to her mother, with- 
out any regard to her being a professed 
Roman Gatholie, for her private opinion was, 
that the woman had not mueh religion of any 
kind. 

"Jesus is the only Saviour, Mrs. Poreman/' 
she said, "and God says in His Word 'there is 
no other name given among men whereby we 
must be saved.' No other name will avail with 
Him ; Jesus did the work perfectly that was 
needed for poor sinners, and we must not try 
to add to it. Our prayers, our tears, or our 
punishments eannot improve that work, for God 
says 'our righteousness is as filthy rags' in His 
sight. You and I need to be eleansed, for we 
are full of sin, but it is the blood of Jesus, whieh 
He shed on the eross, that alone ean do it. 
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Do you feel that you are a lost sinner, 
Mrs. Poreman ? " 

" Well, Miss, I must say I always try to pay 
my way, and, as far as I ean, help my neigh- 
bours ; and what I do wrong I confess to the 
priest when he eomes this way/' 

"You believe the Bible to be Gods 
Word ? " 

" To be sure," said the woman, bowing her 
head. 

"Well, God says, 'the soul that sinneth it 
shall die.' When Adam eommitted one sin, it 
was enough to banish him from God. Now, if 
you look baek, I am sure you will see that you 
have done many sinful things, and unless those 
sins are pardoned you will be lost for ever. 
But Jesus says, ' Him that eometh unto me I 
will in nowise east out' And He says, * Come 
unto me! Now, surely sueh a graeious invita- 
tion ought to be aeeepted. Go to Him with 
your sins and shorteomings — for in your heart 
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you know that you are a sinner — and He will 
not east you out. Now I must say good-bye. 
Read the traet, as well as give it to your 
husband." 

" Good-bye, Miss ; you will eome again ? " 

*' I will, indeed," she answered. 

Several visits foIlowed this one, and in a 
short time the woman looked eagerly for 
Raehel, and soon beeame very mueh attaehed 
to her. Then her reserve broke down, and 
she eame forward with outstretehed hands and 
beaming face to weleome her visitor, and not 
unfrequently showed her love and pleasure 
by kneeling down to kiss her hands. Little 
Popsey would eateh sight of the "traet lady" 
eoming along, and dash into the house to tell 
her mother, who would eome out and stand at 
the gate for fear of her passing by without 
ealling. Thea the poor woman told of her 
besetting sin, and her husband's wieked 
eonduet, whieh led her to it, and all the 
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goodness she had prided herself in melted 
away, and she took the ground of a lost sin- 
ner. 

It was three or four months after this narra- 
tive eommenees that Raehel stopped at Mrs. 
Poreman's gate, and walked up to the door of 
her house. The poor woman, hearing her 
voice, eame to the inner door with her hand to 
her face, and had every appearanee of suffering 
and misery. 

" What is the matter, Mrs. Poreman ? " 

**Oh, Miss, Tm so wretehed ! Tm so 
miserable ; if it wasn't that I'm going to hell, 
I eould wish I were dead ; " and she burst 
into tears. Her mouth was swollen, and yet 
drawn in in an unnatural way, her hair was 
untidy, and she looked the pieture of wretehed- 
ness. 

Raehel drew from the poor ereature, little by 
little, an aeeount of her misery. It appeared 
that her husband had been treating her in a 



THE IRISH WOMAN. 39 

more unkind manner than usual, although the 
woman had tried to do better, and had kept 
from drink for some weeks, and he had driven 
her by his eonduet to say that it was *' no use 
to be sober any longer, and she would go and 
enjoy herself." Aeeordingly she had taken 
more than was good for her, though from her 
own aeeount it was but little, and on arriving 
home she found her husband in an intoxicated 
state, quarrelling with the next door neighbour, 
whose part in the aiTair she took. The man 
flung some tar in the woman's face, whieh 
injured her sight for weeks ; and tuming to his 
wife, knoeked out six of her teeth with one 
blow! 

" Sinee then, Miss, whieh was four days ago, 
I have grown worse and worse, and now I 
know I must be lost for ever. It seems as if 
the devil had laid hold of me, and as if I eould 
not get away. I thought I was growing better, 
but it's no use trying." 
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" Don't say that, Mrs. Poreman ; it shows 
you don't know what God's heart is. He will 
forgive and save the chief of sinners. He is 
spoken of as a God who will 'abundantly 
pardon.' It was for sueh as you Jesus eame, 
for He eame to save the lost; and if you feel 
your lost eondition, He is waiting to forgive. 
You were trying to get to heaven by growing 
better, and it won't do. God has shown you 
that in your flesh dwells no good thing; and 
now, if you look to Jesus and what He did 
for you, there is hope, pardon, and peaee, 
and the Holy Spirit to help and to guide you 
aright" 

The poor woman's tears Aowed freely, and a 
ray of comfort seemed to light up her face as 
she begged Raehel to pray for her. They 
knelt together, and an earnest prayer was put 
up for the poor ereature who so mueh needed 
help. She laid hold of the name of Jesus, 
and from that day she loved to hear of Him. 
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She begged for a Testament, and read it 
eontinually, and seemed to try very hard to 
give up her bad ways. Her husband's blow 
aged her in appearanee many years, for, as 
time went on, her mouth and eheeks fell in; 
still she upheld him as far as she eould, and 
in a measure prided herself upon his seholar- 
ship. She begged the young lady never to 
let him know that she had told her about his 
ways, nor to mention the affair to the neigh- 
bours. But he treated her shamefully, leaving 
her without food or money, and ofttimes without 
sufficient elothes. 

Then Mrs. Poreman set up a day sehool, 
and received little ehildren from nine till twelve 
in the morning, and from two till four in the 
afternoon, for twopenee a week, whieh was little 
more than a farthing a day; but as there were 
between twenty and thirty ehildren, she gene- 
rally received three or four shillings a week. 
Some ehildren, whose parents were poor, were 
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received at two for threepenee, and some she 
took in for nothing, allowing them to remain 
all day if their mothers were out at work. 
Hardly earned money to be sure! 




GHAPTER IIL 



ILL AND NEGLEGTED. 



OHE was a strange ereature, that woman, 
^ although she often wanted bread for her- 
self, she never asked for help to the value of 
a penny; and onee, when her visitor left her 
sixpence for a loaf, she returned it at the next 
visit, for she said her husband brought home 
something for her after the young lady had 
gone. She often saved up new-laid eggs and 
made Raehel presents of them. 

One day she exclaimed with great glee, *' I 
want to give you something, Miss, if you'U 
aeeept it," and drawing her towards the hen- 
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house, she displayed with pride a little strutting 
hen with tufts on eaeh side of its beak. *' We 
eall that *the little whisker 'en/ Miss, and I 
want to give it to you ; but as you ean't earry 
it home with you, I will take eare of it, and you 
shall have the eggs." 

Raehel tried to persuade her not to take 
beer at all, but she would never promise this; 
she said she had so little food, that she must 
take half-a-pint a day, or she eould not teaeh 
her seholars. 

Her husband would sometimes bring home a 
pieee of meat for the ehildren, and tell her if 
she touehed it he would eut her hands off ; and 
on more than one oeeasion he stayed at home 
and took the ehildren's penee as they paid it in. 

At last the woman had only an old pettieoat 
skirt and a jacket to wear, and was obliged to 
keep within doors altogether, or just ventured 
into the garden. This was in the summer 
time, and when her visitor ealled she would 
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eroueh upon the door-step and listen eagerly 
to the gospel of the graee of God. Oftentimes 
the tears streamed down her face, and she would 
say: — 

** Can there be merey for sueh a sinner as 
me.?" 

** Yes, indeed," was the answer ; ** do not 
doubt the love of God any longer; He is 
willing and waiting to be graeious ; all He 
asks of you is to believe that His elaims have 
been met by Jesus, for He is fully satisiied 
with the work of Ghrist for poor sinners, and 
you may go free, eleansed by his preeious 
blood, if you trust in Him alone. I am 
going away for a month, Mrs. Poreman, and 
you may not be alive when I eome baek, or 
/ may be ealled away, and never have the 
opportunity of speaking to you again. If you 
were taken away, where would you go.-^" 

" I do believe in Jesus as the Saviour, and 
I know He died for me, but I am so afraid I 
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shall beeome wieked again, I don't feel ready 
to go. You don't know what a sinner I have 
been. Oh! Miss Raehel, I eant ^/^while you 
are away, I want you to be with me to hold 
my hand, then I shouldn't mind if I died in a 
diteh." 

*^ Oh, then, Tm afraid it is me you are 
trusting in ; I ean do you no good ; dotHt 
lean on me, or I shall not be allowed to be 
with you. Jesus pities you, He knows your 
difficulties, and He will be all in all to you, 
only make Him your Priend." 

Her poor face worked, and puekered up, 
and then she put her hands over it, and sobbed 
in a paroxysm of grief at the thought of 
parting. 

**Jesus is eoming again to take away those 
who love Him, and He may eome at any time, 
and if you are not ready you will be left behind, 
and there will be no hope then. If that be the 
ease, you will see Him one day in judgment, 



ILL AND NEGLEGTED. 47 

and must be parted from that Blessed One for 



ever." 



The poor woman beeame ealm before long, 
and bidding her friend a most affectionate 
farewell, told her that she would put all her 
trust in the Lord Jesus Ghrist, and that she 
believed He would pardon her, and that she 
had quite given up the *' Gartholie " religion. 

Raehel left town for a month ; and a day or 
two after her return, the servant told her that 
old Mrs. Priee was waiting to speak to her. 
The old lady was grasping the table for 
support, and seemed hardly able to make 
herself heard. She said that she was driven 
to the last extremity, and had eome to beg 
a little bread for herself and her son, and at 
the same time to ask^Miss Raehel if she would 
kindly eall on Mrs. Poreman, who was very ill 
of rheumatie fever and not likely to live. 

** I will eome and see her at onee, Mrs. 
Priee," and after a few inquiries about the 
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siek woman, she supplied the poor ereature's 
wants, and asked her when she had last eaten 
anything. 

" Oh not for nearly twenty-four hours," 
answered the poor old woman, "except it 
was a pieee of orange peel I pieked up as 
I eame along, to keep me from fainting. 
This is niee ! " she added, as she raised a 
eup of broth to her lips with her poor 
trembling hands. " Oh God is so good, He 
always helps me; what should I do without 
Him?" 

"And have you been *happy in Him' all 
this month, Mrs. Priee ?" 

" Oh yes," she eried, " I ean never be any- 
thing else, He is with me always ; He is my 
Saviour and my Priend." 

" And He sympathises with you. He knew 
what it was to be *an hungered.' He knew 
what it was to be weary and forsaken, for- 
saken even of God ; that was when He was 
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bearing our sins upon the Cross, for God 
eould not look at sin, and Jesus suffered for 
sins not His own. But I must not forget to 
supply you with some of the books you are 
so fond of, reading," said Raehel, bringing 
forward three or four. And eheered and 
strengthened in body and mind, the old 
woman trudged home to her " boy." 

When Raehel ealled upon Mrs. Poreman, 
she found her lying upon a mattress upon the 
floor, in a negleeted dirty room ; she was 
covered with a eoarse looking rug, and was 
groaning with pain, while set fast in every 
limb with rheumatism. 

I eannot deseribe that meeting — the affection- 
ate interest on the one side, and the overflow- 
ing love on the other. The poor ereature 
threw out one arm regardless of the pain, 
whilst she raised her visitor's hand and kissed 
and hugged it with joy, and her face brimmed 
over with affection. 
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" I thought I should have died," she said, 
" before you eame, but now I ean go happily. 
Thank God that you are here. I thank Thee, 
Lord Jesus." 

"Then are your sins forgiven, dear Mrs. 
Poreman ?" 

" Oh yes, I do beHeve they are, I have 
prayed to God to forgive me, and I believe 
He has heard me for Jesus' sake." 

** I am thankful ; and now I hope, if it be 
His will, that you may be spared to serve 
Him, and to show to others that you are 
truly repentant and anxious to gIorify the One 
who did so mueh for you." 

*' When I was very bad they wanted to send 
for the priest, but I would not let them, I 
told them * the priest never died for me, but 
Jesus died, and He was enough.' I have 
plenty to bear, but I don't mind that, for I am 
happy. My husband sometimes leaves me 
without anything to eat. I don't mueh mind 
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as long as he feeds the ehildren ; but the 
other day he beat Johnny before me, when 
he knew I eouldn't rise to help the ehild ; it 
was dreadful to hear him ery and yet do 
nothing." 

'* It must have been very hard for you, but 
I suppose it was best to be quiet." 

" I eouldn't be quiet, Miss ; and then he 
began to pull me out of bed by my hair. I 
know he wants me to die, and oh, I wish I 
eould." 

" Well, we will try and forget these troubles 
for a little while and listen to the words of 
Jesus, how sweet they sound ;" and beginning 
the fourteenth ehapter of John's Gospel, she 
read — " Let not your heart be troubled : ye 
believe in God, believe also in me. In my 
Pather's house are many mansions ; if it were 
not so I would have told you. I go to pre- 
pare a plaee for you. And if I go to prepare 
a plaee for you, I will eome again, and re- 
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ceive you unto myself ; that where I am there 
ye may be also." And she repeated the lines 
of the sweet hymn : — 

" I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

* Come unto me and i*est ; ' 

Lay down, thou weary one, lay down 

Thy head upon my breast/ 
I eame to Jesus as I was, 

Weary, and wom, and sad, 
I found in Him a resting plaee, 

And He has made me glad. 

" I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

* Behold, I freely give 
The living water, thirsty one 

Stoop down, and drink, and Hve.' 
I eame to Jesus, and I drank 

Of that life-giving stream ; 
My thirst was quenched, my soul revived, 

And now I live in Him. 

" I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

* I am this dark world's light : 
Look unto me, thy mom shall rise, 

And all thy day be bright.' 
I look'd to Jesus, and I found 

In Him my star, my sun ; 
And in that light of life V\\ walk, 

Till travlling days are done." 
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Raehel hoped that the Holy Spirit had 
really begun to work in the woman's soul, 
and was eheered and eneouraged by her 
words. Afterwards it seemed as if it would 
have been well for the woman to have died 
then ; but God does not judge as we judge. 
He sees the heart, and He knew that though 
the poor ereature had been repentant, she was 
to be even more so as time went on. Hers 
was a pitiable ease, and she was sorely tried ; 
those who have little to eontend with, ean 
form but a small idea of her difficulties ; still 
she listened to Satan's temptations instead of 
elinging to Ghrist, and wandered onee again 
from the right way. 

For some months she went on very well. 
for she was raised up to health again, mueh 
to her husband's annoyanee, who eontinued to 
try the starving proeess. One day she was 
at her wit's end to get food for herself and 
ehildren ; she looked round, but there was 
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nothing she dared pawn, so she walked to 
the hen-house, and thought about killing the 
eoekerel. 

"After a little while," she said to Raehel, 
" I deeided to wring his neek, and I had 
eaught him, and was just in the midst of 
doing it when I remembered that he was a 
*blessed bird,' for you know, Miss, he erew 
three times in the Bible, so I dropped him 
down and ran into my neighbour's house and 
begged her to iinish him up. Well, when 
he was dead, I took him into the room to 
pluek (for I thought it eouldn't be wieked to 
eat him as we were starving), but he was 
nothing but a little * bag o' bones.' I had just 
put him before the fire when my husband 
eame in, and he was so enraged at what I had 
done, that he seized a piteher of eold water 
and flung it over me, and made me miserable 
and eross ; however, after he went away we 
manaored to make a little stew of the bones." 
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When the " traet lady " now ealled, Mrs. 
Poreman was generally busy with her sehool 
ehildren, and she was very proud of display- 
ing her method of diseipline, whieh was mueh 
improved sinee the time she punished Httle 
Popsey. The parents were pleased with the 
progress the ehildren made, for Mrs. Poreman 
was a very good seholar, and took great 
pleasure in teaehing her pupils, but she suf- 
fered mueh from rheumatism and want of 
proper food — indeed she eould not bend to 
elean the room. 

" How do you manage to serub the floor ?" 
asked her visitor one day. 

" I don't do it, Miss, my little Popsey does 
it; she is a good little soul. When I was ill 
she waited on me, and did everything like a 
woman; lighted the fire, and made the tea 
when we had it; and as to Johnny, Miss, I 
sometimes feel unhappy about him, I am 
afraid he'II die, for he talks so mueh about 
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Jesus. AU day long he is telling me how he 
loves Him, and I ean't part from Johnny, 
Miss, I love him so." 

" I don't think you need feel that he is 
going to die beeause he loves Jesus, Mrs. 
Poreman; there are many in this world who 
do the same, and the Lord lets them remain 
here to serve Him, and to tell the good news 
to others. Those who believe on His blessed 
name, and own Him as their Lord, should 
feel it a great honour to spread His glory in 
this world, and do something to show their 
love for Him. By gentleness, and meekness, 
and by going steadily and quietly on in the 
right path you may do mueh. The neigh- 
bours will in time mark the ehange, and will 
say, *There must be something in religion if 
it eauses Mrs. Poreman to be so different.' 
A servant of Ghrist's should do her work far 
better than a servant of the devil ; it may be 
that she eannot go beyond her own door step. 
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still there is plenty to do. As regards your- 
self, for instanee, you have two ehildren to 
bring up to love and serve Ghrist, sinee I 
really hope you have begun to follow Him ; 
and you must try and make your home eom- 
fortable for your husband, that he may see a 
difference. The floor should be elean by the 
time he eomes home, the fire should be bright, 
and you ready to meet him with a cheerful 
face. I don't say that all will go smooth, in- 
deed trial and trouble will eome, but through 
it all you may be happy with Jesus to lean 
upon. Go to Him for strength, do not trust 
in yourself.'' 



GHAPTER IV. 

DEATH IN THE WORKHOUSE. 

IWr RS. POREMAN went on well for some 
weeks, until a time of temptation eame. 
It was a publie holiday, and some of the neigh- 
bours asked her to take a glass of ale with 
them. If she had entirely given up intoxicating 
drink the difficulty would not have been so 
great, but knowing that she took half-a-pint a 
day, it was an easy thing to persuade her that 
she need not go beyond it, and yet might keep 
them eompany. Oh, if she had only gone to 
the Lord in that time of temptation, and, easting 
herself upon Him, had looked to the mighty 
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One for strength, all would have been well ! 
But she trusted in her own strength, and had 
to learn onee more the lost and helpless eon- 
dition of the old nature. 

It is a very difficult thing to know what to 
advise a poor person to do in regard to stimu- 
lating drinks, when they have — as this poor 
ereature — hardly enough to sustain nature. 
Many in a higher position in Iife, who take far 
more nourishment, feel they eannot do without 
it, but having it in larger quantities in their own 
dwellings, they know nothing of the temptations 
whieh the poor meet with in fetching it from the 
publie-house ; therefore, we do well to be patient, 
forbearing, and persevering in the Lord s work 
amongst the poor, whilst we eneourage the iirst 
sign of amendment. 

Three or four days after the holiday, Raehel 
was ealled downstairs to see Mrs. Poreman. At 
first she was almost frightened, and thought 
some dreadful thing had happened. The poor 

E 
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ereature did not wait for her visitor to speak, 
but burst into a paroxysm of tears and sobs; 
she writhed and groaned in anguish of spirit, 
her mouth and features working convulsively. 

" Oh, what shall I do ? " she eried ; '* I have 
been so wieked, I must be lost now ; am I not 
on the road to hell ? for I have got drunk when 
I promised I wouldn't. You told me to eome 
up to you for half-an-hour when tempted to go 
into the publie-house, and I have eome, or else 
I might have gone in again. The devil pos- 
sessed me, Miss, and I forgot to listen to the 
Lord Jesus. Can He forgive me ? and oh, will 
you give me up ? " 

These sentenees were groaned out with bitter 
moans, and her whole frame shook so violently 
that had she not sat down upon a ehair she 
must have fallen to the ground. She looked 
more like an old woman than one of forty years 
of age, for her face was lined and wrinkled, as 
if she had known great conflict of mind. 
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" I have no right to give you up, Mrs. Fore- 
man," said Raehel gravely, but kindly ; " the 
Lord has told His people to forgive unto seventy 
times seven, and the One who gives the eom- 
mand will not do less Himself. You have not 
offended against me, though I am very grieved, 
but against the One who was piereed for you. 
You have sinned against the Lord, and to Him 
you must confess. Tell Him all ; make a elean 
breast of it, and if you are truly sorry, I ean only 
remind you that ^ the blood of Jesus Ghrist, His 
Son, eleanseth us from all sin.' His love, His 
graee is boundless, and ean meet the most 
desperate ease. But I am not surprised you 
have lost your peaee and happiness, for you 
have dishonoured the One you professed to 
serve, and grieved His Holy Spirit." 

'* What shall \do?'' was her ery, " for I am 
in fear of my life, my husband is so angry.'* 

" You must go quietly home and bear it, for 
the Bible says, * The way of transgressors is 
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hard," and I have no doubt you wiU have to 
reap what you have sown. But confess your 
sin to God, and humble yourself in His sight, 
and He will proteet you. * Jesus is the same, 
yesterday, to-day, and for ever,' and He won't 
east you out." 

The woman wiped her tears and gradually 
grew ealm, when it was deeided that she should 
taste no more beer at all, but be provided with 
some nourishment whieh would prevent her from 
longing for it. After this she took an extract 
of beef made into a broth, at the time that she 
usually took the beer. 

" And so you won't give me up," she said, 
*and you will let me eome again if I feel 
tempted to go to the publie-house?" 

" Come, by all means," ' said Raehel : and, 
true to her word, in a few days she presented 
herself, to be read and prayed with, and found 
mueh eonsolation in those words of the apostle 
Paul, after he has enumerated some of the 
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grossest sins, "And sueh were some of you; 
but ye are eleansed and ye are sanetiAed." 

The very fact of confessing her sin, and 
showing sueh deep sorrow, proved that a work 
had been begun in her soul. She went to hear 
the preaehing of the Gospel the next Sunday 
evening, but owing to insufficient elothing, she 
eaught a violent eold, and rheumatism and dropsy 
set in. 

Raehel visited her only onee more in her 
own home, and then she was deeply humbled 
on aeeount of her sin. 

** I do not think I shall get better, and now 
I dread to meet God," she sobbed. 

" The very fact of your sorrow shows that 
His Spirit is at work in your heart; if it 
were not, you would be hard and uneoneerned. 
Remember 'God is love,' and in giving His 
Son He proved it. You love this Saviour 
still?" 

With tears streaming down her eheeks, she 
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elasped her hands, and ealled upon His name 
in terms that proved how real was that love, 
saying that she ^^would not, eould not give 
Him up, for He had died for sinners." 

" I will eome soon, and hope to find you in 
peaee again," said Raehel, upon leaving her; 
but she was prevented ealling for a week, 
and then heard that Mrs. Poreman had been 
removed to the workhouse two days before, 
for she had grown rapidly worse. Her 
husband had negleeted her dreadfully, and 
the poor thing had herself expressed a desire 
to be removed to the infirmary. 

" When ean I see her?" asked Raehel 
anxiously. 

" Not till Priday, that is the next visiting 
day," was the answer. 

^' And to-day is Wednesday; it seems a long 
time to wait." 

Priday eame at last, and Raehel reaehed the 
plaee and inquired for Mrs. Poreman. 
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'•' She is dying," was the answer. 

With mueh emotion the young lady made 
her way to the poor ereature's bedside, and a 
sad sight met her eyes. She would have failed 
to reeognise her had not her bed been pointed 
out. Her face was so swollen with dropsy that 
not a feature retained its original ^shape, and 
her eyes were gazing vacantly, yet wildly round, 
while ineoherent words seemed to gurgle from 
her throat. 

" Do you know me, Mrs. Poreman.'*" said 
her visitor. 

The woman gazed at her, and in a distressed 
and beseeehing manner ehoked out the words 
— ^' Miss Raehel, I want hery 

" She has been begging for that lady for 
a week," said the nurse, "and now she is 
uneonseious." 

*' I am she ; oh why did you not send for 
me.?" 

" I would have done, had I known your 
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address," answered the nurse, "but I did not 
know where to send." 

Every few moments the same words passed 
Mrs. Foreman*s lips, and it was a seene most 
distressing to witness. 

" Dear Mrs. Poreman, I am here, I am 
Raehel," she said, " look at me and see." 

The woman fixed her eyes for a moment. 

^' Now press my hand if you know me." 

The poor ereature s eyes brightened, and for 
one moment the old twinkle eame baek, and 
she grasped convulsively the hand whieh was 
in hers, while she said *' Yes." 

^* And Jesus? tell me that you are looking to 
Him." 

'*Jesus," gasped the woman, while her face 
was still intelligent, but the next moment she 
was uneonseious again, and murmured, " Miss 
Raehel, I want her!' She grew rapidly worse, 
and seemed to suffer very mueh, for she threw 
out her arms and groaned as if in great pain. 
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and was to all appearanee fast passing 
away. 

" You must Ieave her now," said the nurse, 
**it is not good or right for you to be here;" 
and with deep regret her visitor Ieft the 
bedside. 

She ealled the next day, and found that Mrs. 
Poreman had died about ten hours after her 
previous visit. 

A woman on a bed near by, who seemed a 
true Ghristian, said that she believed the poor 
ereature was looking to Jesus, and had gone 
safely; that the night before she was eonseious, 
and had been praying to Him all the time. 

And so ended the Iife of one who had gone 
far astray, and perhaps farther than her visitor 
was aware of ; but she was mueh sinned against, 
and her lot on earth was one of the most 
miserable and trying. Deeply did the one who 
had so often visited her, regret not having seen 
her in her last eonseious hours, but she eould 
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leave the poor ereature with confidence in the 
hands of the One who searehes the heart, and 
who alone knows if there be in sueh a ease 
true repentanee towards God and faith in the 
Lord Jesus Ghrist. 

Doubtless it was well that she was not per- 
mitted to visit her whilst eonseious, for we may 
hope that the poor woman was led to east her- 
self more entirely on the Lord. She had often 
spoken of her strong desire to have Raehel 
present with her whilst dying, but perhaps her 
absenee may have eaused Mrs. Poreman to fix 
her eyes more steadily on Ghrist when lying on 
her lonely deathbed. God, who is the Judge of 
all the earth, will do right, and if a poor sinner 
has onee eome to Jesus, owning his sins and 
believing on Him as his Saviour, that one 
eannot be lost, though he may lose for a time 
the sense of peaee and pardon by yielding 
to temptation and by grieving the Holy Spirit 

Two or three days after Mrs. Poreman's 
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death, Garden Plaee was again visited. It was 
a gloomy afternoon in Pebruary, a thiek fog 
was gathering in the distanee, and threatened 
soon, like a heavy eurtain, to cover the whole 
seene, and to hide from the view of the passer- 
by these squalid abodes of poverty. Here and 
there was a quiet deeent little home, with elean 
windows, and perhaps a white muslin eurtain 
drawn aeross, speaking of something like eom- 
fort within ; but most of the dwellings were 
dull, dismal looking plaees, with eraeked panes 
of glass, battered doors, and yellow brown 
blinds, if sueh things were in use at all. Rather 
sad at heart, Raehel turned towards the house 
where she had spent so many half hours ; 
no one eame to the gate to greet her, and a 
dreary stillness seemed to have fallen around. 
She started as the great house dog leaped the 
length of his ehain, and barked and howled 
violently, making the plaee eeho with the sound. 
Even the little ^* whisker hen " seemed to eluek 
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drearily as it paeed up and down before its 
eaged walls. 

Raehel tapped at the door, hoping to find 
the ehildren within, that she might give them 
some words of comfort, for they had been very 
fond of their mother, and she pitied them in 
their now desolate eondition. 

Johnny opened the door, and with a very sad 
and half frightened look asked his visitor in. 

*' Poor little ehildren," she said kindly, ^^ I 
thought you would like me to eome and see 
you, now mother s gone. Are you very lonely ? " 

Johnny began to ery, and Popsey drew a 
long face. 

** Yes," he said sobbing ; " me and Pop are 
alone all day, 'eept when Mrs. Wheeler eomes 
in from next door to give us a look." 

*' Is your father kind to you, Johnny ?" 

*' Yes, he is now ; he bought me this blaek 
eoat and trousers, and Popsey that frock." 

They were sitting alone before a wooden table 
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at the window ; a small fire burned in the grate, 
but the room had a dingy, negleeted appearanee, 
for plates and eups used at a previous meal were 
left in an unwashed state. They had nothing 
but a slate and a few old books to amuse them- 
selves with, and seemed very glad to see their 
visitor. 

" Did you see your mother after she left, 
Johnny ? " 

" Yes," sobbed the boy ; " Popsey and me 
went to the 'Armary to see her, and we bought 
her some oranges and eake to eat with some 
money father gave us." 

He sent her things when she went there, 
though he had kept her without eommon 
neeessaries at home, as a neighbour aTterwards 
gave evidence. 

'* And what are you going to do ? " 

*' Pather says he shall send me and Popsey 
down to Westminster; there's a lady as he knows 
who will take eare of us." 



72 PEEPS INTO POYERTY. 

" Well, Johnny, I may not see you again for 
some time ; but pray do not forget the Lord 
Jesus ehrist. You say you love Him now, and 
if you put your trust in Him, and ask Him to 
help you day by day by His Holy Spirit, He 
will never forsake you." 

" I won't never forget Him," said the boy with 
a shake of the head. 

The ehildren Ieft a day or two after, and 
although Raehel often passed the plaee she did 
not eall, for Poreman was not often there, though 
he still rented the house. About two yeans 
after she saw more of him, his ehildren, and his 
seeond wife. But these visits will be mentioned 
in future pages. 





GHAPTER V. 



FALLEN ASLEEP. 



*^ TDLEASE, is the traet lady here ?*' asked a 
^ little girl of a person who was eoming 

from a prayer meeting. 

" Who do you mean by the * traet lady ' ? " 
** Why, Miss Raehel/' answered the ehild ; 

" the lady as leaves trae's down our way." 
" Oh yes, she is here. I will let her know 

that you want to speak to her ; " and after 

making inquiry, Raehel appeared. 

" Please, Miss, will you eome and see Mrs. 

Priee ; she wants to see you — she is very 

ill ? '' 
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" What is the matter with her, dear ; I hope 
nothing very serious ? " 

" I don't know * zackly ' what it is, but she 
keeps a groaning." 

" I will eome at onee, though it is rather 
late," said the " traet lady," fearing if she put it 
off till morning she might be again prevented 
seeing and ministering to one in whom she was 
so deeply interested. Down the dark and 
lonely pathway to Garden Plaee they took their 
way. Raehel found the old lady in her desolate 
room alone, sitting, or rather bending over the 
almost empty grate with bonnet and shawl on, 
while now and then a groan eseaped her lips. 

•* Mrs. Priee, what is the matter ? " 

"Ah, so youVe eome, though it is so late, 
my dear young lady. Sit you down," she said 
feebly ; " I think rve got my summons at last ; 
please God I shan't be here long." 

" But if you are so ill, why are you not eom- 
fortabIy in bed ? " inquired her visitor. 
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" Beeause Vve not long got baek from the 
hospital. I don't know how I reaehed home, 
Tm sure ; it took me three or four hours, but I 
think I'ye been my last journey ; my whole 
body is in pain, and my strength seems to 
a-kinder left me." 

" What a merey that you have One with 
you who will never leave you ; He has pro- 
mised that He will never, no never, no never 
forsake." 

** I know it,'* she eried ; " I feel the Saviour is 
with me ; and I hope he will quickly take me to 
His home of rest." 

" How glad you will be to rest in His presenee, 
where there is fulness of joy, where no sin, or 
pain, or misery, or hunger ean enter. You 
have loved and trusted the Priend of sinners on 
earth, and He will comfort and support your 
last moments here, and take you for ever to be 
with Himself in His heavenly home." 

It was very evident from her sunken features 

F 
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and suffering expression that she was seriously 
ill ; and after a little difficulty, her daughter- 
in-law was persuaded to make up a bed for 
her below stairs, where she eould wait upon 
her. Beef tea and proper nourishment were 
provided for the next day, when Raehel 
ealled again. The restlessness of death was 
even then upon the poor ereature. She 
turned from side to side; and although her 
strength had suddenly failed, she tried to 
sit up, begging her daughter to help her; 
but no sooner had she attained that position 
than she wanted to lie baek again. 

^*Jesus take me, if it be Thy will," she 
eried ; *' take me home to rest and peaee." 

Without a shadow of a doubt she looked 
to Him as her Lord and Saviour, owning 
herself to be worthless and undone, but 
relying on Him who had died and shed 
His blood for her. 

" Don*t you want to take something ? " 
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asked her visitor. " Have you had any beef 
tea to-day ? " 

" Oh I should be thankful for some ; but 
it has been three hours or more making, 
and I ean't get it" 

" Your mother wants some beef tea, she 
is quite faint," said Raehel to the young 
woman ; *' is it not ready ? " 

*'Oh, she does make sueh a fuss about 
the broth. She keeps on asking for it, and 
it ean't be done all in a hurry, as I tell 
her. rU see if it's boiled enough now;" 
and raising the lid of a saueepan whieh was 
upon the fire, she took it off with a jerk, 
and proeeeded to pour some weak looking 
broth into a tea eup. 

*' You must remember she is very ill, and 
requires nourishment eontinually; see how 
weak she is." The poor old ereature, now 
quite exhausted, laid baek on her pillow, 
uttering feeble groans from time to time. 



78 PEEPS INTO POYERTY. 

"Well, if she'd keep quiet she would be 
better, Miss, but she keeps on shifting about, 
first up and then down." 

*' You must try and be patient with her, 
Mrs. Priee, I don't think you will be troubled 
long; she will soon be in the presenee of 
her Saviour, beyond the reaeh of pain and 
negleet," she answered, taking the eup of 
steaming broth to the old woman. " You 
will burn your mouth if you drink it so hot, 
let me pour some out to eool." But the 
poor woman seized the eup with her remaining 
strength, and showed the need in whieh she 
stood of something to take, by guiding it to 
her mouth with trembling hands, and drinking 
it without heeding the heat. 

Lying baek she listened to some of the 
words of Jesus. " In my Pather's house are 
many mansions, if it were not so I would 
have told you ; I go to prepare a plaee for 
you ; " and again, *^ Though I walk through 
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the valley of the shadow of death I will 
fear no evil, for Thou art with me." 

"You feel Jesus with you, and you are 
not afraid ? " 

''Ah, no, Tm not afraid. My Jesus is with 
me; I am going to Him." 

Those were about the last words her visitor 
heard her utter; the restlessness of body 
returned, and with it pains in every limb ; but 
it did not last long, and a few hours after 
she fell asleep in Jesus. 

What a blessed exchange for those who die 
in the Lord ! Instead of weakness, and pain, 
and want — perfect rest, and peaee, and joy ; in 
plaee of a sin-strieken and groaning earth — a 
holy, happy heayen ; the presenee of the Lord 
Himself. 

" To look within, and see no stain, 
Abroad no eurse to traee ; 
To shed no tear, to feel no pain, 
But see Him face to face." 



GHAPTER VI. 
THE gontrast; or, a solemn event. 

/^^NE peaceful evening in July the sun was 
^""^ setting with all his bright radianee and 
golden glory behind the humble dwellings of 
Garden Plaee. The little pieees of ground 
in front of the houses looked more pleasant 
than for six months past, and here and there 
a green tree (for about a dozen had been 
left in this out of the way plaee) stood out in 
relief against the dingy walls. 

Two women were leaning upon the wooden 
railings of one of the gardens, and were wateh- 
ing the '* traet lady/' who passed from door 
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to door leaving the ** silent messengers." The 
elder of the two was a eoarse-Iooking woman 
with a face expressive of ill temper and 
hardened wiekedness ; the younger had a 
ehild in her arms and another elinging to her 
dress, and was evidently the daughter of the 
woman deseribed. She appeared to be follow- 
ing in her mother s footsteps, as far as one 
eould judge by her dress and mannera 

As the lady approaehed, the elder of the two 
disappeared into the house^ making use of some 
expression whieh eaused her daughter to laugh, 
but not to ehange her position. She did not 
refuse a tract> but received it with a scornfuI 
expression, as if she would have liked to burn 
it on the spot 

Those two women were the worst in the 
neighbourhood, and the more peaceful in- 
habitants were shoeked by the swearing and 
drinking ways of mother and daughter. 

A short time after this, the younger — Mrs. 
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Smith by name — ^was ill, and then her mother, 
Mrs. Binn, did not hesitate to eome forward 
and make known her wants to the visitor, who 
relieved them, in the hope of gaining some 
inAuenee over her. 

One afternoon, as Raehel was passing the 
house, she observed Mrs. Smith sitting on the 
doorstep and leaning against the doorpost, 
whilst her pinehed and sutTering face showed 
that she was in great pain. She stopped and 
spoke to her, and the young woman said she 
was suffering from dropsy, and that the doetor 
gave little hope of her ultimate recovery. 

** And should it be God's will to remove you 
from this world, are you ready to meet Him ? " 

" No," was the answer. 

" But you must meet Htm some day. The 
Bible says, ' Every eye shall see him : ' you 
must either look to Him in faith now, and own 
Him as your Saviour, or see Him another day 
as your Judge, and then be separated from 
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Him for ever. God*s word also says, ^ Every 
knee shall bow.' Unless you bow before 
Jesus now, you will be eompelled to do so 
when He eomes in judgment; and there will 
be no hope left for you. And the Bible says, 

* Every tongue shall confess that He is Lord, 
to the glory of God the Pather.' If you 
repent of your sins, and confess Jesus as your 
Saviour and your Lord while here on earth, 
He will confess your name in the presenee 
of His Pather and the holy angels. His holy 
name is often taken in vain now, but in that 
day all shall own Him Lord. Unless you 
are sorry for your sins, and fall at His feet now 
as a poor guilty sinner, He will at last say, 

* Depart from me, ye eursed.' But it is not 
too late ; the door of merey is open, and you 
may enter in. Jesus loved us when we eared 
nothing for Him, and eame down to take the 
sinner s plaee — to suffer, bleed, and die, that 
we might be forgiven. You may have for- 
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gotten Him, or only taken His blessed name 
in vain, but he eares for you, and invites you to 
eome to Him. *Jesus eame not to eall the 
righteous but sinners to repentanee/ " 

The woman listened attentively, and gladly 
aeeepted her visitor's offer of reading to her the 
hymn whieh begins, 

" Just as I am, without one plea.^ 

Then she was left alone with the leaAet; 
for Raehel felt enough had been said for the 
present When she next ealled to see Mrs. 
Smith (for she was not aware that her state 
was so dangerous), a dreadful story met her 
ears. 

The young woman had beeome suddenly 
worse, and her husband had sent for the doetor, 
who was "too busy" to eome* She begged 
him to read the leaAet cx)ntaining that little 
hymn — 
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^ Just as I am, without one plea, 
But that Thy blood was shed for me; 
And that Thou bidst me eome to Thee, 
Oh Lamb of God, I eome." 



He read it to her over and over again that 
night, and the words — "Oh Lamb of God, I 
eomel" — were eonstantly on her lips. She 
soon beeame delirious^ and to all appearanee 
was in great danger. 

Early in the morning they sent for hef 
mother, who had moved to a little distanee; 
and as she entered the room, her daughter, 
who was propped up with pillows, dropped 
her head forward and died. 

Sueh was the effect upon Mrs. Binn, that 
she fell to the ground in a fit. No sooner 
was she restored than she went into another ; 
and half-an-hour after her daughter s death, 
she also lay a eorpse in the same room ! Her 
end was a dreadful one, for her last moments 
were employed in eursing and swearing. 
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Four or five days after, the mother, the 
daughter, and an infant were buried to- 
gether. 

How different the state of these poor 
ereatures from that of old Mrs. Priee ! 

Living in the same plaee, hearing of the 
same Lord and Saviour, so willing to pardon, 
and to beeome their Priend and Guide, they 
had rejected Him, negleeted the means of 
graee, and preferred their own wieked pleasures 
instead. Now they must meet that Lord ; no 
longer as a merciful Saviour, but as an angry 
Judge. 

We eannot tell what passed in the mind of 
the younger woman that last night of her life ; 
we ean only hope that she was humbled in the 
sight of God on aeeount of her sin, and that 
she looked to the Lord Jesus Ghrist — the 
Lamb of God, who " taketh away the sin of 
the world." 

Should the eyes of anyone who is turning 
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away from Ghrist fall on these pages, pray 
pause and eonsider that you must stand in 
His presenee ; and unless you are eleansed 
from your sins in His blood, you must 
perish in unutterable darkness and woe for 
ever. 

But He is a loving Saviour now, and invites 
you in sueh tender, pleading words, to eome to 
Him and find rest. Think how He suffered 
in the Garden of Gethsemane until He sweat 
great drops of blood. He, the holy, the sinless 
One, agonised at the thought of bearing sin 
upon the Cross. Think of Him buffetted, 
spit upon, seourged, erowned with thorns, 
and at last nailed to a eross of wood, that 
you and I might be forgiven and might 
never have to bear the wrath of God against 
sln! 

Can you be so ungrateful as to turn away 
and forget this Saviour, or will you fall at His 
feet and thank and praise Him for His great 
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salyation. God is quite satisfied with what 
Jesus has done, for He aeeepted Him to suffer 
in your stead, and now He will ''frankly for- 
give" you if you believe in Him. 



GHAPTER VII. 



ALL ALONE. 



" T^O go and see her, Miss; there she sits 
^^ day by day, and no one takes no notiee 
on her. She's very old and I fancy very un- 
happy, for her daughter and grand-daughter 
ain't at all kind to her — ^they think she's in the 
way, and though I don't want to make no mis- 
chief, yet I must say they don't treat her as 
they ought, eonsiderin' that she's near ninety. 
As I say, I don't want to make no mischief, for 
my 'usband and myself are werry quiet folks; 
we don't take no notiee of no one about here. 
Sure enough they eall me ' Mother Baker/ 
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whieh ain't respectful, but I walks on, and 
don't look round, 'eept 'tis 'easionally, when 
they shouts out that rm a growin' proud, whieh 
I ain't ; but if I keeps a respeetable bonnet on 
my 'ed and shawl on my baek, that ain't no 
business of theirs, and they'd do the same if 
they kep' from drink and made the best of their 
'usband s wages, as I do of mine, who you know, 
Miss, is a coalheaver by profession. Also, my 
Polly is at service, and a werry good plaee too, 
no lodgers 'eeptin' two gentlemen as the lady 
takes in who are eattle traders. Of eourse it is 
'ard work, as she is the only one kep', and not 
up to my shoulder — but you'U see the lady op- 
posite, won't you, Miss ? The poor old soul is 
werry lame, and she sits at that 'ere window 
a-doin' nothin', till it quite grieves my 'eart. 
Do go and see her, Miss." 

The one spoken to needed no pressing, and 
went direetly. She found the old woman alone, 
and at Arst a little " put about," as the people 
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say, at having a ealler, but she soon ealmed 
down, though she always preserved a nervous, 
ehildish manner, and shed tears when the least 
upset. After learning that she spent a very 
desolate life, having a little room to herself, 
for whieh she paid her daughter one out of the 
three shillings a week she received from the 
parish, her visitor asked about her health. 

" Tm very feeble, Miss, thank you, and I 
suffer a great deal from my leg ; I don't think 
I shall live long in this world," she answered in 
a little trembling voice. 

'* And are you quite happy at the thought of 
leaving this world, Mrs. Leafe ? Are you 
ready to stand in God's presenee ? " 

" Tm sure I hope so," she said, beginning 
to shed tears ; " but, oh deary me, Tm afraid 
not." 

" Do you want to be saved, and to go to 
heaven when you die ? " 

" Oh yes, that I do !" she exclaimed eagerly, 
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with quivering lips ; " do you think there's any 
hope for me ? " 

" It all depends upon whether you are willing 
to believe what God says about you. If you 
will simply receive His Word, I have news that 
will make you very happy.'' 

The poor lonely ereature seemed to know 
nothing of the Gospel. Doubtless she had 
heard of Jesus, but He was a stranger to her; 
she had not believed in, although she had heard 
of His great pity and love for poor sinners; 
and now as life was drawing to a elose, and 
every hour of the day was a burden (for she 
was desolate, negleeted, and uneared for, though 
even her great-grandehildren played in the 
house), she knew not what it was to repose 
upon the breast of a loving Saviour, and feel 
herself supported and eneireled by those ever- 
lasting arms whieh were ready to receive and 
sustain her. 

Surely it is a hard and eruel thing for parents 
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to be negleeted in old age by their ehildren — 
those who owe to them the utmost eonsidera- 
tion and respeet. In this little abode, of four 
small rooms, lived the old woman's son,daughter, 
son-in-law, and grand-daughter, with her hus- 
band and two little ehildren. Yet she was very 
lonely, and many a tear did the poor ereature 
drop in her little baek room. She sat by the 
window alone, and gazed over the ehimney-tops 
to the pieee of western sky where she eould see 
the sun set, often thinking over the little un- 
kindnesses and petty slights whieh she received 
daily ; and then there was nothing eertain and 
bright to look forward to for the future. Life 
would soon be over for her, and she hoped that 
God would be merciful to her then, though she 
knew that she did not deserve merey, for had 
she thought of Him and served Him all these 
eighty years as she ought ? And she had heard 
that after death eomes the judgment. 

She felt she was no longer of any use, for 
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she eould not even perform the smallest house- 
hold task. It was a difficult matter to attend 
to her own Httle room, and did they not eon- 
stantly eause her to feel that the shilling she 
paid as rent was not an equivalent to the use of 
it, and that when she was gone they eould easily 
obtain twiee the sum ! 

To be sure she was sometimes Ieft to take 
eare of the high-spirited ehildren, and seolded 
if she did not keep them out of mischief, when 
it was a difficult matter to get aeross the room, 
but this did not last long, for as the feeble old 
ereature said, " She eouldn't manage 'em," and 
now had nothing to do but to look forward and 
dread the last great ehange. 

But God in His goodness had heard hersighs 
and heeded her tears, and He who knew what 
it was when on earth to be ** alone and yet not 
alone," to be forsaken by those He Ioved most, 
and to ery out that *' none regarded " — that One 
who felt slight and indifference so mueh that it 



ALL ALONE. 95 

ealled forth the rebuke, "Thou gavest me no 
kiss" — He was waiting to hear her ery to Him, 
and ready, at the first glanee of faith, to eome in 
and comfort and bind up her broken heart, to 
bid her rest in Him, and find in His love and 
sympathy eternal peaee, a solaee for all her 
negleet and hardships. 

Therefore, when she heard the Gospel in all 
its simplieity, for the first time, when she was 
told that the now risen and gIorified Saviour 
had gone down into death for her, even the 
death of the Gross, that He had suffered, bled, 
and died for her, her heart longed after Him ; 
and with elasped hands and streaming tears, 
whilst she roeked herself baekwards and for- 
wards, she listened to the good news, and 
though for some weeks she did not obtain 
perfect rest and peaee, yet she elung to Jesus, 
and His name brought comfort to her, for it 
was often on her lips. 

One dreary afternoon in January, about a 
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month after this time, when the outside world 
looked dull enough, for a fog had been hanging 
over the eity all day, and the little bye-paths 
of Garden Plaee were muddy and dirty in the 
extreme, Raehel again knoeked at the door. 

** Mother is upstairs, Miss, if you please to 
step up; she ain't quite sowell to-day and don't 
eare to eome down." 

A knoek at the bedroom door was answered 
by a feeble "Come in," and there sat the old 
lady before the small fire whieh was dying out 
in the grate. 

** Oh, deary me, I am pleased to see you, 
Miss, though Tm afraid the room is eold." 

" Tm warmly dressed, thank you, but I fear 
there is not enough fire to keep your limbs 
warm, whieh are not so young as mine. Where 
do you keep your eoals.'^" 

" When I have any, I keep 'em in here, 
Miss," and she opened a little eupboard door. 

Upon a shelf lay one small erust, nothing 
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more. Raehel perceiving this, and knowing 
that a supply was at hand, said with a smile, 
*' Well, and are you expecting a store of good 
things in to-day, Mrs. Leafe? you look all 
ready for it. Your eupboard seems bare, but 
perhaps you have a reserve stoek in some other 
mysterious eorner?" 

" No, no, indeed I havn't," she said, with a 
tearful smile; "I had no fire half of yesterday, 
and to-day Vve just eome to an end of every- 
thing — only one erust more as you see. But 
I don't eomplain — I'm quite eontent ; my two 
shillings is due to-morrow, and I allus gets run 
up short at the end of the week. rve been 
telHng the Lord all about it, and I know He 
won't let me want for bread." 

" I am sure He will not let you eome short 
of that. He has sent help to you to-day from 
some one who has heard of you, so, no sooner 
am I gone than you will receive enough to 
stoek your little eupboard with neeessaries for 
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a day or two. Tell me," she added, to stop 
the flow of grateful words, "are you quite 
ready to go now if Jesus should eall you. Are 
your sins all pardoned?" 

" I do hope Tm ready; I trust all to Jesus 
— the Lord Jesus. I know I eatit do nothing 
myself ; but just think Tye sinned against Him 
eighty-eight years. What a lot of sins! I 
havn't served Him as I ought, though I ain't 
been openly bad as some." 

" But remember He says, * Him that eometh 
to me I will in no wise east out.' And Jesus 
has given His word for it that He will not 
turn you away, but will receive you. Trust 
Him whollyy dear Mrs. Leafe, east yourself 
into His arms, and believe Him when he says, 
*The blood eleanseth from all sin.' He knew 
the amount of the sin of the world when He 
undertook to bear it, and pay the ransom 
priee whieh sets us free. The priee was His 
blood, and that is sprinkled in God s presenee. 



ALL ALONE. 99 

so that 'Whosoever will may eome/ and be 
eleansed." 

" I do believe in Jesus," she eried. 

" Very well then, turn with me to the last 
verse of the third of John, and I will show 
you that God pronounees you as saved, if this 
is the ease with you." 

'* See here," and Raehel laid her finger on 
the words, " He that believeth on the Son 
HATH everlasting life." " Now you believe, 
don't you, that Jesus died for you?'' 

" Yes, I do; I do believe in Jesus." 

*^ Then God says you have everlasting life. 
Are you afraid to own what He says is true of 
you? Gannot you say you have everlasting life, 
through believing in J.esus, beeause God says so?" 

'' Yes," she said brightly, ** I do hope now I 
have everlasting life." 

*' Gan you not say believe instead of 'hope'.'^ 
Can you not rest entirely and eertainly on His 
Word, and say I have everlasting life?" 
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" I believe in Jesus, and I have everlasting 
life/' dropped slowly but deeidedly from the old 
woman s lips. 

" Oh, Jesus is good," she added, *' rve got 
no one but Him;" and for the few weeks that 
she remained in this world, He was very 
preeious to her, and His love was known and 
felt by her. 

What a difference it makes to a poor ereature 
like her whether she be in Ghrist Jesus or 
not. Before she aeeepted Him she was lonely, 
negleeted, forsaken, and poor. Now she felt 
Him present with her, often making that dull, 
eheerless room a happy plaee — the very hairs 
of her head numbered — a reward for patient 
enduranee held out to her — God s hand ready 
to wipe away her tears — and a plaee in the 
glory preparing for herl 
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ALONE, YET NOT ALONE, 



^T^HE dull, damp weather had ehanged for 
^ bright sunshine and soft sweet breezes. 
Down in the eountry all nature seemed smiling, 
for the meadows, glowing in sunshine, were 
either rieh with their long green grasses, whieh 
waved in the fresh morning air, or one mass 
of eowslips and oxlips. The time for sweet 
yiolets was passed, but the seentless ones 
made the banks abound with their pale mauve 
Aowers, and mingled in sweet profusion with 
the primrose and the orehis. The birds warbled 
their morning songs in wanton eestaey — the 
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lark, far up in the blue heavens, trilled forth 
its joyous note, as if to diseharge a burden 
of pleasure at the very sense of existence. 
Here and there a robin redbreast, perehed on 
a hawthorn tree, sang a sweet song of gladness 
that the winter was passed and the pleasant 
spring time eome, while sparrows, bold and 
sauey, ehirped, twittered, and quarrelled in the 
sunshine. The great blaek rooks were busy 
building their nests in tall trees, whieh as yet 
were only covered lightly over with the spring 
foIiage, and plenty of noise and disputing about 
the business they made, eausing the slender 
topmost branehes of the trees to sway baekwards 
and forwards with their weight, while they eon- 
tended with one another. 

The little lambs skipped and eut eapers in 
the fields ; the sedate mothers kept up a deep- 
toned bleating in answer to the ealls of their 
young, some of whom kept them in a state 
of eontinual anxiety by frisking and jumping 



ALONE, YET NOT ALONE. IO3 

to a eonsiderable distanee. The labourer, busy 
repairing the hedge, paused in his work, as he 
heard the voices of merry ehildren gathering 
Aowers in meadows near, to see if they were 
his own Httle ones playing truant from sehool; 
and after satisfying himself upon the point, 
raised his hat from his head, stretehed his 
limbs, and gazed for a moment aeross the 
fields to the top of the hill, where his own 
little eottage stood, and wondered whether his 
wife would not soon be eoming with the baby 
upon her arm, and a sliee of bread and eheese 
in her basket to refresh him in his toil. But 
the sun rising high in the heavens warned 
him to get on with his work; so he bent 
again to his task, and none too soon, for the 
horse's hoofs on the narrow footpath told of his 
master's approaeh. 

The same sun shone brightly down on the 
thronged streets of busy London, with its eease- 
less noonday traffic, eheering and enlivening 
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the hearts of those who were not too sorely 
burdened to enjoy its warm rays. It shone, 
too, on the gay seenes in the parks, where 
ladies and gentlemen were spending their time 
in pleasure, and it beamed on the foliage of the 
trees and shrubs, and on the oeeupants of ear- 
riages and the (to all appearanee) iight-hearted 
riders. 

How little they thought of what was passing 
so near them ! For the sun shone, too, on the 
narrow street, and into some of the dust-begrimed 
windows of the London poor, eausing the seanty 
furniture and old garments to look more old and 
dilapidated, and revealing dust and dirt before 
undreamed of. But its evening rays penetrated 
one room in partieular, through its little window 
elose to the ehimney, and discovered a poor old 
woman of nearly a hundred years lying upon 
her deathbed. 

Raehel had longed for a walk out into the 
eountry that bright spring afternoon, and had 
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battled pretty fiercely with the desire before she 
turned towards Garden Plaee, where a eounter 
attraetion drew her. She heard, on reaehing 
Mrs. Leafe's door, that for the last day or two 
she had been ailing, and now lay at death's 
door. 

" I am thankful I eame," she said. 

The old woman lay baek in bed, feebly moan- 
ing, and waited on by her granddaughter. It 
was evident enough that her summons to the 
presenee of her Lord had well nigh eome. 

She brightened up at the entranee of her 
visitor. " I thought you would not eome in 
time," she said, faintly ; " I am going to Jesus." 

** And are you happy ? " 

" Quite happy. Jesus take me ; Jesus take 
me ; Tm a goin' home," she answered, easting 
her sunken eyes towards the light of the setting 
sun. 

" Yes, yes ; away from this eold, dark world, 
where you have known so mueh sorrow and 

H 



I05 PEEPS INTO POYERTY. 

poverty, to the home of many mansions whieh 
Jesus has prepared for those who Iove and trust 
Him. He will be with you to the end, and take 
you safely there.^' 

" Oh ! what a kind Saviour, to have suffered 
and died instead of us, and left us nothing but 
peaee, rest, and glory." 

She strove to speak, but Raehel eould not 
understand her. 

" Shall I read to you ? " 

'' Yes," she replied. Her face was sunken 
and deeply furrowed, but happy and even 
bright. 

After some passages had been read, during 
whieh time she expressed her pleasure and 
happiness by elasping the hand she held, and 
smiling when not in aeute pain, Raehel said, 

** Shall I sing you a hymn quite softly ? " 

** Please do," and she sang — 

** There is a name I love to hear, 
I love to sing its worth ; 
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It sounds like musie in mine ear, 
The sweetest name on earth. 

** It tells me of my Saviour's love, 
Who died to set me free; 
It tells me of His preeious blood, 
The sinner's perfect plea. 

*' It tells me what my Fathcr hath 
In store for every day; 
And though I tread a darksome path, 
Yields sunshine by the way. 

" Jesus, the name I love so well, 
The name I love to hear, 
No saint on earth its worth ean tell 
No heart conceive how dear. 

** This name shall shed its fragrance still 
Along the thomy road, 
Shall sweetly eheer the rugged hill, 
Whieh leads me up to God. 

" And there, with all the blood-bought throng, 
From sin and sorrow free, 
rU sing the new eternal song 
Of Jesus' love to me." 

" Is Jesus very preeious to you now ?" 

She lay baek quietly, but at the question 
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opened her eyes, gazed fixedly aeross the room, 
and with her remaining strength eried, 

" Preeious Jesus ! Beautiful Jesus ! Wkat a 
beautiful face He has ! " Then her eyes elosed 
and she was eonseious no more in this world. 

When Raehel ealled the next day (whieh was 
Sunday), she still lay in the same state, and in 
the afternoon she breathed her last — her spirit 
was absent from the body, present with the 
Lord. 

A stone's throw from Mrs. Leafe's little room 
lives an old man, untouehed by the graee of 
God. What a sad eontrast ! He has had his 
own state as a sinner pointed out to him, but 
he only says, " Oh, yes, we're all sinners, but 
Tm no worse than others." 

The poor old woman was burdened with a 
sense of her eighty years of sin and negleet of 
God and His great salvation. Old Jenkins is 
not afraid to take his ehanee with others. 

"Oh dear, no," he says, " not at all afraid; 
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I ean't say that my sins are forgiven now, but 
Vm not at all afraid that anything will go wrong 
with me in the future. 1 have a happy sort of 
feelin' that all will go well." 

What a terrible delusion ! " for after death 
eomes the judgment ; " and the judgment of his 
sin will be the lake of fire. He will not listen, 
or believe that Jesus has borne the judgment 
due to us, and that those who will own them- 
.selves guilty, and believe in Him, shall be 
pardoned and freed from judgment. He rests 
on his feelings, not on Christ. What if his 
feelings should ehange on his deathbed, when 
it is too late ? Ghrist neuer ehanges. Oh that 
he may be led to fly for refuge before the " door 
isshut''! 
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JESUS SAID— 

" CoME unto me all ye that labour and are heavy 
laden, and I will give you rest." — Matt. xi. 28. 

" Him that eometh unto Me, I will in no wise 
east out." — John vi. 37. 

" The blood of Jesus Ghrist His Son eleanseth 
us from all sin." — i John i. 7. 



HYMN. 



I hear the words of love, 

I gaze upon the blood, 
I see the mighty sacrifice, 

And I have peaee with God. 

Tis eyerlasting peaee, 
Sure as Jehovah*s name, 

'Tis stable as His steadfast throne, 
For evermore the same. 

I ehange, He ehanges not, 
My ehrist ean never die ; 
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His love, not mine, the resting-plaee, 
His tnith, not mine, the tie. 

The Gross still stands unehanged, 
Though heaven is now His home; 

The mighty stone is roUed away, 
But yonder is His tomb. 

And yonder is my peaee, 

The grave of all my woes; 
I know the Son of God has eome, 

I know He died and rose. 

I know He liveth now, 

At God's right hand above, 
I know the throne on whieh He sits, 

I know His truth and love. 
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